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TO    THE MEMORY OF OUR    GALLANT
ALUMNI    WHOSE LIVES HAVE    BEEN
SACRIFICED ON THE
ALTAR   OF  WAR
They're taking down the blue star,
At the house across the way,
And putting up the gold one,
They just got word today.
This home that one time echoed,
With the shouts of happy boys,
Is stricken  now with sadness,
Devoid of simple joys.
We remember warm summer days,
When he was a little lad,
We  would  see him toddling proudly,
Going   fishing with   his   dad.
And then on  wintry  Christmas  nights,
Lighted candles  used to  gleam,
From out that happy,   modest home,
Filled   with peace   and  joy   supreme.
And now the shadow's fallen,
Sadly they must face,
The removal of that brave, blue star,
And the gold one in its place.
What can we say to those kind folks?
Their aching hearts to save,
That valiant clad and mother,
The bravest of the brave.
Words seem to lose their meaning,
But there are things we can do,
To ease the load of other boys
And help to see  them through.
